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BY A GENTLEMAN OF CAMBRIDGE. 


Eft Ulubris, animus fi te non deficit æguus. 
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Sold by J. DopsLEy in Pall Mall, B. WriTE in n J. WILEkIE 
in St. Paul's Church- yard, RICHARDSON & URQUHART at the Royal 
Exchange, G. PEARCH in Cheapſide, J. Ropsow in | New Bond- Street; 
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-TAPPY the Man, in theſe degen' rate Days, 
When wealth alone can mark the Road to Praiſe, 
When Virtue's Sons beneath Oppreſſion lie, 
Unnotic'd live, and unlamented die! 

Happy the Man, in this abandon'd Town, 
Where Riches can alone create Renown, 

Where Vice, by Fortune's ſervile Goddeſs led, 

In ſtately Pride erects her honour d Head! 

Thrice happy He! whoſe firm and noble Soul, 
Nor Vice can warp, nor lawleſs Pow'r controul; 
Though Senſe and Int'reſt point to different Ways, 


Who ſafely travels through the winding Maze! 
” Though 
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Though ſoothed by magick Pleaſure's Syren Train, 
Can through Life's various Scenes unmov'd remain. 

Miſtaken Happineſs, which ſtill we find, 
In diff rent Forms poſſeſſing every Mind, 
By few is found; Mankind eccentrick ſtray, 
As Folly or Caprice ſhall lead the Way; 
Reaſon in vain condemns the foohſh Courſe,” 
Precept in vain exerts it's uſeleſs Force: 
For Pow'r the Prince, for Freedom ſighs the Slave, 
For Wealth the Miſer, and for Fame the Brave; 
In all the ruling Principle the ſame, 
At that which they call Happineſs they aim : 
And yet the Wiſh obtain'd, can't eaſe the Mind, 
A grating Something ſtill is left behind: 
A ſomething ſtill th' ideal Bliſs removes, 
And Happineſs at beſt a Viſion proves. 

If the rich Star, which glitters on the Breaſt, 
And promiſes, can give the promis'd Reſt; 
Or the rich Blood from noble Heroes trac'd, 
But by degen'rate Sons too oft diſgrac'd; 
If that alone can fire the human Frame, 
And kindle in the Soul a gen'rous Flame; 
Or Titles which in long Succeſſion flow, 
On each Deſcendant Happineſs beſtow, 
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Without a Bluſh for the degen rate Race, 

Back to its ancient Spring the Fountain trace, 

Without a deed to Stamp intrinſick Praiſe, 

On your Forefathers Fame your Trophies raiſe: 

If Riches only can Content impart, 

And with the Balm of Peace aſſuage the Heart, 

Or Titles ſuch as Eaſtern Kings receive, 

Can to the Mind the rich- fraught Treaſure give; 

If Luxury can ſmooth the Brow of Care, 

Confer true Joys, and diſſipate Deſpair, 

Go on, ye ſilken Sons of Folly's Train; 

In arbitrary Pomp let Pleaſure reign: 

Diſcard, to ſenſual Joys at large reſigned, 

Diſcard th' inſipid Raptures of the Mind; 

Where the bewitching Smiles of Pleaſure lead, 

Range unreſtrained thro' the luxurious Mead ; 

Far from Enjoyment's bleſt, voluptuous Seat, 

Let Virtue with her prudent Slaves retreat: 

Since Riches only can avert diſgrace, 

Let ev'ry noble Sentiment give Place, 

Since they alone with Men reſpect can ſhare, 

Be Opulence thy firſt, thine only Care, 

Be this the Star, by whoſe directing Light, 

The daring Pilot braves the ſtormy Night, 
"3 Be 
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Be this the central Power, the quick'ning Soul, 
Which works unſeen, and animates the whole. 
Unawed by Juſtice or Religion's Tie, 
When Wealth alone commands, do thou comply : 
Now be the Foe, now play the artful Friend, 
Nor mind the Means, ſo you can gain the End : 
This Moment loud in martyr'd Freedom's Cauſe, 
With angry Voice, aſſert thy Country's Laws; 
Let Truth and Virtue, Lords and Commons bleed, 
E'en to the Throne th' envenom'd Arrow ſpeed ; 
Without a ſingle Wiſh for England's Fame, 
Like modern Patriots boaſt a Patriot's Name. 
The next, ſhould private Int'reſt call thee there, 
With ſervile Cringe and Smile, to Court repair 
Haſte, at the Premier's Voice obſequious run, 
Bow like the Perſian to the riſing Sun! 
Anddoſtthou think, vain Wretch, that arts like theſe, 
The greatneſs gained, can give th' expected Eaſe ? 
Doſt thou imagine Wealth alone the Road, 
Which leads to fair Contentment's bleſt abode ? 
They who in Fortune's fav'ring Current glide, 
May from the World th' internal Anguiſh hide, 
Not from themſelves; Conſcience ſhall Wealth diſarm, 
Diſrobe her of each gay deluding Charm, 
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Failed by the fow and envied by the Great, 
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Shall bare the Wound, diſcloſe the hidden Care, 
And in true Colours ſhew them what they are. 

O could we view the Heart, in that dread Hour, 
When Opulence reſigns it's boaſted Power, 
When painful Recollection writhes the Soul, 
And Tyrant Conſcience reigns without controul, 
Could we then view the Heart, the Charm would ceaſe, 
And Wealth no longer wear the Robe of Peace! 


Then mad Ambition, ſtript of every Plume, 


The fond Imagination can aſſume, 

The Laurels torn from her aſpiring Head, 

With trembling anguiſh feels the midnight Dread; 
No more the Pride, the Pomp of glorious War, 
The ſplendid Triumph and the trophied Car, 

No longer pleaſe; deep in the Warrior's Heart, 
Avenging Furies fix the fatal Dart; 

Inſulted Juſtice her keen Sceptre wields, 

And all the Heroe to the Coward yields. 

The guilty Wretch, who from ſome diſtant Clime, 
Bears in his Breaſt the undivulged Crime, 


Then feels the ſcorpion Sting; before his Eyes, 


The piercing Miniſters of Conſcience riſe : 
What tho' he live in all the Pomp of State, 


Tho' 
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Tho' Fortune every ſanguine With obey, 
With added Honours grace each coming Day, 
And Luxury, from either India poured, 
In rich Profuſion deck his ſhining Board, 
Still ſhall the ſharper edge of Guilt prevail, 
Still Conſcience damn him with the fatal tale; 
Not all ſhall give the ſupplicated Reſt, 
Or chaſe the Secret from his troubled Breaft. 
Next view the ſordid Wretch, whoſe ſapleſs Frame, 
Can ſcarce ſupport Life's juſt-extinguiſhed Flame, 
Who preſt beneath the weight of dull threeſcore, 
Yet eyes the glitt'ring Pile, and pants for more; 
When Wiſdom ſhould forego each earthly Joy, 
And Heav'n alone th' attentive Mind employ. 
When by diftorting Pain and Sickneſs taught, 
Beyond the Grave to ſtretch the pious * 
As if Eternity with Life began, 
The abject Slave purſues the niggard Plan; 
But all too weak internal Peace to gain, 
Increaſe of Wealth brings on Increaſe of Pain; 
Doth Fortune favour the ambitious Will? 
The Wiſh to keep renews the former III; 
Riches may come, but cannot come ſecure, 
Or cruſh the growing Thought of being Poor. 
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Not ſo the Ruſtick Hind; ſlender his Wealth, 
Vet is the Pittance bleſt by richer Health; 


Unknown the IIls which from Ambition ſpring, 


Unfelt the Languor midnight Revels bring; 
If the gilt Chariot graces not his Gate, 
Nor powder'd Coxcombs at his Table wait, 


Contentment ſtill with peaceful Plenty crown'd, 


Is ever in his ſtraw-built Cottage found; 

No With for Fame, nor Luſt of boundleſs Power, 
No vain Defire diſturbs the happy Hour, 
Uninterrupted flows the pure Delight ; 


The Day in Labour paſt, in Sleep the Night. 


Some few there are indeed, in whom we find, 


The Title honour'd by the virtuous Mind, 


Who ſpite of Wealth to Virtue ever true, 
Untainted can the glorious Tract purſue, 

Here, (nor ſhall vanquiſh'd Envy blame the Line, 
But taught by Worth with me in Praiſes join:) 
Here let the Muſe without a Blyſh impart 

The lively Language of a grateful Heart. 

"Tis not the Trappings of exalted Pride, 

The Wealth, or Pomp to regal Power allied, 

Tis not th' imperial Throne, or tiſſued Veſt, 

Can f6rce Eſteem from the unbiaſs'd Breaſt: . 
Theſe, 


„ 

Theſe, like the Meteors of a troubled Sky, 
Whoſe fancied Horrors ſtrike the dazzled Eye 
With ſpecious ſplendor, unſubſtantial Blaze, 
May in the Mind the tranſient Wonder raiſe; 
Anon the gleaming Streaks, like fleeting Wind, 
Vaniſh, nor leave a ſingle Trace behind. 

If Learning by ingenuous Candour grac'd, 
Munificence above vain Glory plac'd; 
If Piety demands intrinſick Fame, 
Or Virtue gives to Praiſe the real Claim, 
Who can that Praiſe to H—ch—e's* Worth refuſe! 
Who blame the zealous Effort of the Muſe ! | 
Though called to Honours by propitious Fate, | 
The good Man ſtill accompanies the Great; ; 
Fix'd in itſelf beyond external Force, 
His noble Mind ſtill keeps the ſteady Courſe, 
Where Virtue and Religion mark the Way, 
Serenely firm purſues the ſacred Ray. 
Go on, illuſtrious Man, in Virtue bold, 
Through Life unmov'd thy ſacred Purpoſe hold, 
Still by thy Precepts teach us how to live, 
Still in thy Deeds the bright Example give. 
Here let the venal Slave, whoſe abject Mind, 
The Force of Intereſt alone can bind, 
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Who ever true to the diſgraceful Plan, 
Thinks Gold alone can dignity the Man : 


Let the ſufficient Fool, whoſe boaſted Fame, 


From Anceſtry derives its only Claim, 
Who vainly proud of his exalted Birth, 
Cries that alone can ſtamp intrinſick Worth, 
The fond Conceit a Moment let them ſpare, 


View what they ought to be, think what they are. 


With Riches poor, mean in the Pride of State, 
Nor Wealth, nor Rank, can make the villain great: 
Superior Praiſe is due to Worth alone, 

What Chance commands, we cannot call our own. 
Tho' from ſome diſtant Source, the Fountain ſprings, 
Rich with the Blood of Heroes and of Kings ; 


Tho' back to Norman William Pride can trace, 
Th' unſullied Glories of thy ſplendid Race, 


Tho' beſide this, thy every With ſupplied, 


And ſmiling Fortune pours the golden Tide, 
Thyſelf a Villain, what can all beſtow 

But idle Pomp and viſionary Shew ? 

The Monſter thus, tricked out in trim Parade, 
And to the gaping Multitude diſplayed, 


With ſcaly Wonders or uncommon Height, 
At firſt regales the mute Spectator's Sight; 


G — K 


— — A ms — — 


1 

A ſecond View diſcloſes all the Beaſt, 
And what we wonder'd at, we now deteſt. 

No longer then, vain Man, in Error loſt, 
Be unſubſtantial Wealth your only Boaſt, 
From the fond Breaſt root each voluptuous Trace, 
Alone to Virtue yield the ſacred Place; 
By Reaſon tutor'd, by Experience wile, 
Beyond the Pow'r of Fortune dare to riſe. 
As charm the bluſhing Honours of the Roſe, 
While round its Stem the pointed Brier grows, 
80 Riches charm the Miſer's raviſhed Eye, 
But in the Touch deſtructive Dangers lie. 
So charms the gilded Cup, by Pleaſure brought, 
Pleaſing the Taſte, but deadly is the Draught. 

Midſt the Luxurious Scene be ſure of this, 
The Paths of Virtue are the Paths of Bliſs. 
That Happineſs to Wealth to Pow'r denied, 
By heav'nly Virtue ever is ſupplied; 
With her ſupport the Peaſant lives in State, 
Without that Aid how indigent the Great! 
Her fage Inſtruction wanting, What's a Crown? 
A Bagatelle a gilded Toy and vain Renown. 
Tho' Songs of Triumph ſwell the Heroe's Praiſe, 
And Fortune's ſelf the martial Trophy raiſe, 
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Doſt thou tranſport my fond enraptur d Heart? 


1 

If Virtue does not dignify the Flame, 
What yields a baſeleſs unſubſtantial Name; 
For all thoſe Arts by Wit ſo much eſteem'd 
The Chriſtian wanting mult be faulty deem'd: 
Arts which long fince the Greek and Roman priz 'd, 
That ſacred Sanction loſt muſt be deſpiſed. 

Should adverſe Fortune, on Life's buſy Stage 


Make me the Object of her choiceſt Rage, 


Should ſhe relentleſs, this dread torture ſend; 
To meet the Foe in him, I made my Friend; 
Should it pleaſe Heav'n that iterated Tears, 
Increaſe of Troubles curſe the coming Years, 
May I poſſeſs one ſacred Seat within, 
Where Conſcience hath not fix'd the Stain of Sin: 
Still in my Breaſt may lenient Peace ariſe, 
And my Heart give me what the World denies. 
So conſcious Honour keeps the mind ſecure, 
Unmov'd th' external Conflict I'll endure, 
Firm, while oppoſing Storms around me roll, 
If conſcious Virtue animates the Soul; 
Though the keen Tempeſt rage on every Side, 
Thus armed within, I'll ſtem the ruſhing Tide. 
But whither, Fancy, with thy magick Art, 


How 
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How few, whom ſuch ſuperior Virtues grace, f 
That Fortune cannot ſhake the firm-fixed Baſe! 
Where is the Man ſo juſt, ſo nobly brave, 

That Fortune cannot mark him for her Slave? 
Then what dare I! when furious Storms aſſail, 


Can this weak Frame againſt the Force prevail? 
Thro' the wild Billows of the raging Deep, 


Can this weak Bark its Courſe of Honour keep? | 
O thou Almighty, ſelf-exiſtent Power, | 
Whom Heav'n above, whom Earth and Seas adore, | 


Thou King of Kings aſſiſt my eager Prayer! 
Wean my Aﬀections from each ſordid Care! 
Give me not Riches leſt th' enchanting Toy 
Pleaſure alone, my ev'ry Thought employ; 
Give me not Wealth, leſt by diſdainful Pride, * 
The God which gives, be impiouſly denied! 
Nor make me meanly poor, leſt galling Need 
Should tempt me to the baſe ungenerous Deed, 
Leſt my deſponding Mind to Madneſs driv'n, 
| Arraign the juſt Decrees of righteous Heav'n. 
Dor meanly poor, nor arrogantly great, 
May I be plac'd in ſome obſcure Retreat! 
Far from the madding Croud's ignoble ſtrife, + 
Far from the noiſy Haunts of publick Lite, 
See Agur's Prayer, Prov. xxx, ＋ Gray. Unvex'd 
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Unvex'd by all the Throes of fond Deſire, 
To ſome ſequeſter'd Vale, let me retire; 
Where ſedgy Camus winds his fertile Waves, 
Or the rich Meadows gentle Iſis laves, 
Let me with Locke explore the human Mind, 
Mark by what ſteps th Ideas are combin'd, 
Why unto Man ſuch Eminence was giv'n, 
And how to anſwer the Decree of Heav'n; 
Or in the ſacred Bard's majeſtick Lay, 
Thro Eden take my ſolitary Way: 
With Angels let me ſolemn Pæans ſing, 
To Heav'ns immutable Almighty King! 
From Newton catch the animating Fire, 
Which can above the groveling Work: aſpire. 
Can the rich Werks of hounteous Nature rage 
And travel in th II init of Space 
Let me in Addiſon's ing nuous Page, 
See thro' the Follies of a trifling Age; 
Let me by his judicious Precepts taught, 
With proper Culture prune each riſing Thought, 
Nor poor nor rich enjoy the golden Mean, 
A calm Spectator of Life's tranſient Scene. 
O come, ſage contemplation to my Bower, 
With thy bleſt Influence chear the gliding Hour, 
With 
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With thy directing Counſels warm my Breaſt, 
Impart unto my Soul thy hallow'd Reſt! 
So let me live, ſuch be my daily Plan, 
That Ev'ning ſanctify what-Morn began; 
Teach me, the nobleſt Leſſon here below, 
O teach me, heavn'ly Maid, myſelf to know; 
Nor warp'd by Vice nor by deſire controul'd, 
The ſacred Purpole let me firmly hold; 
Until at length from ev'ry Paſſion free, 
I ſhall myſelf in all my Weakneſs ſee, 
And by my own degen'rate Ign' rance 1 
Above the World in pious Rapture riſe. 

Thus onward let me trace the glorious Theme, 


While, /ike tlie baſeleſs Fabrick of a _m_ 
When Reaſuu pours the di rating Ray 2 


Life's viſionary Pleaſures melt away; _ be 
Beyond the Luſt of Pow'r, and Storms' of Fate, $5 
Let me beyond the Grave my Views dilate, 
Till, the Mind loſt in the ecſtatick Joy, 
Eternity alone each Thought employ. 
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